A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.              121

ancient authors, and the rarest modern treatises. I moulded
the crude matter into luminous order. A theory sprang
out of the confused mass, like light out of chaos. The
moment of composition commenced. I wrote the first
sentence while in chapel, and under the influence of music.
It sounded like the organ that inspired it. The whole was
composed in my head before T committed it to paper;
composed in my daily rides, and while pacing my chamber
at midnight. The action of my body seemed to lend vitality
to my mind.

Never shall I forget the moment when I finished the last
sentence of my fair copy, and, sealing it, consigned it with
a motto to the Principal. It was finished, and at the very
instant my mind seemed exhausted, my power vanished.
The excitement had ceased. I dashed into the forest, and>
throwing myself under a tree, passed the first of many days
that flew away in perfect indolence and vague and un-
meaning reverie.

In spite of my great plans, which demanded the devotion
of a life, and were to command the admiration of a grateful
and enlightened world, I was so anxious about the fate of
my prize essay that all my occupations suddenly ceased
I could do nothing. I could only think of sentences which
might have been more musical, and deductions which
might have been more logically true. Now that it was
finished I felt its imperfectness. Week after week I grew
more desponding, and on the very morning of the decision
I had entirely discarded all hope.

It was announced : the medal was awarded, and to me.
Amid the plaudits of a crowded theatre, I recited my
triumphant essay. Full of victory, my confident voice lent
additional euphony to the flowing sentence, and my bright
firm eye added to the acuteness of my reasoning, and
enforced the justice of my theory. I was entirely satisfied.
STo passage seemed weak. Noble, wealthy, the son of the